If the true concord of well tuned sounds.
By unions married, do ofifead thine ear
They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering;
Resembling sire and child and happy mother.
Who, ail in one, one pleasing note do sing :
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee ;cc Thou single wilt prove none."

SHAKESPEARE

ON THE POWER OF SOUND
Thy functions are ethereal,
As if within thee dwelt a glancing mind,
Organs of vision ! And a Spirit aerial
Informs the cell of Hearing, dark and blind ;
Intricate labyrinth, more dread for thought
To enter than oracular cave ;
Strict passage, through which sighs are brought.
And whispers for the heart, their slave ;
And shrieks, that revel in abuse
Of shivering flesh ; and warbled air,
Whose piercing sweetness can unloose
The chains of frenzy, or entice a smile
Into the ambush of despair ;
Hosannas pealing down the long-drawn aisle,
And requiems answered by the pulse that beats
Devoutly, in life's last retreats !